


Lottes Labour 3 s lofl. 

To faft, to Rudy , and to fee no woman : 

Flat treafon again!! the Kingly Rate of youth. 

Say, can you faft < your ftomacks are too young. 

A nd abftincnce ingenders maladies. 

And where that you haiie vowd to ftudie ("Lords) 

I n that each of you haue forfworne his Booke. 

Can vou ftill dreame and pore, and thereon lookc. 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Haue found the ground of ftudics excellence, 
Without the beautie of a womans face , 

From womens eyesthis doftrinc 1 deriue. 

They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academs, 
From whence doe fpring the true Promethean fire, 
Why, vniuerfall plodding poyfons vp. 

The nimble fpirits in the arteries. 

As motion and long during aftion tyres 
The finnowy vigour ofthetrauellcr. 

Now for not looking cna womans face. 

You haue in that fovfwornc the vfe of eyes, 

And ftudie too,thecaufcrofyour vow. 

For where is any Author in the world, 
Teachesfuch beautie as a womans eye .♦ 

Learning is but an adiu nft to our fell e, _ 

And where we are, our Learninglikewife is. 

Then when our felues we fee in Ladies eye. 

With our felues. 

Doe we not likewife fee our Learning there ? 

Owe haue made a Vow to ftudie, Lords, 

And in that vow we haue forfworne our Bookes ’ 
For when would you( my Liege) oryou, or you? 
In leaden contemplation haue toundout. 

Such fiery numbers, asthe prompting eyes 
Of beauties tutors haue inricht you with : , 

Other flow Artsintircly keepe thebrainc : 

And therforc finding barren praftizers. 

Scarce fhew a harueft of their heauie toyle. 

But Loue firft learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Liuesnot alone emisredinthe braine 5 
But with themotion of all Elements, 
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Loues Labour’s loji. 

„ fwife as thought in euery power. 

? U i ' ,«to uerypov5er a double power. 

For Valour, is not Loue z Hercules ? 

Still climing treesin the Heffortdes. 

Subtill as Sphinx :as fweet and muficall _ 

M bright lino's Lute, ftrung wit! >^h«re. 

And when Loucfpcakes, the voyce ofall the Gods, 

Make heauen dtowfic with the harmonic. 

Neuerdurft Poet touch a pen to write. 

Vntill hislnkc were tempted withLoues fighes . 

O then his lines would rauifti fauage earcs. 

And plant in Tyrantsmildc hunnhne. 

From wcomens eyes this doftrinc I deriue. 

They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire. 

They are the Bookes, the Arts,the Academes 
That (hew, containe, and nounlh allthe world . 

Ellcnone at all in ought proues excellent. ^ 

Then foolesyou were, thefe women to fortweare . 

Or keeping what is fworne, you will proue toolcs, 

For wifdomes fake a word, that all men loue : 

Or for loues fake, a word that loues all men. 

Orfor Mens fake, the author of thefe Women r 
Or Womens fake, by whom we men, arc Men. 

Let’s once loofe our oathes to find our (clues, 

Or elfe we loofe our felues, to keepe our oathes : 

Itis religion tobe thus forfworne. 

For Charitic it felfe fulfills the Law : _ 

And who can feuer Loue from Charitie. 

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Souldiers to the field. 
Ber. Aduance your ftandirds, and vpon them Lords, 
Pell,mcll, downewicjjthem: but be firft aduis’d, 
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